ONLY A STRONG AMERICA CAN PREVENT 
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WE'LL PLANT THIS H-BOMB 
RIGHT IN THE KREMLIN AND 
AVENGE WHAT THE REDS DID 
TO NEW YORK , CHICAGO 
AND DETROIT 

BOMBS AWAY/ 
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First Lieutenant 

Henry A.Commiskey.usMC 

Medal of Honor 




One September day, near 
Yongdungp'o, Korea, Lieutenant Cora- 
miskey's platoon was assaulting a vital 
position called Hill 85. Suddenly it hit 
a field of fire from a Red machine gun. 
The important attack stopped cold. 
Alone, and armed with only a .45 calibre 
pistol, Lieutenant Commiskey jumped 
to his feet, rushed the gun. He dis- 
patcneci its five-man crew, then reloaded, 
and cleaned out another foxhole. T n- 
Bpired by his daring, his platoon cleared 
and captured the hill. Lieutenant Com- 
miskey says : 

"After all, only a limited number of 
Americans need serve in uniform. But, 
thank God there are millions more who 
are proving their devotion in another 
vitally important way. People like you, 
whose 50 -billion-dollar investment in 
U.S. Defense Bonds helps make America 
6o strong no Commie can crack us front 
within! That counts plenty ! 

"Our bullets alone can't keep you 
and your family peacefully secure. But 
our bullets— and your Bonds— do!" 



Now E Bonds earn more ! 1 ) All Series E 
Bonds bought after May 1, 1952 average $% 
interest, compounded semiannually! Interest 
now starts after 6 months and is higher in the 
early years. 2) All maturing E Bonds auto- 
matically go on earning after maturity— and 
at the new higher interest ! Today, start invest- 
ing in better-paying Series E Bonds through 
the Payroll Savings Plan where you work! Or 
inquire at any Federal Reserve Bank or 
Branch about the Treasury's brand-new bonds, 
Series H, J, and K. 



Peace is for the strong! R>r peace and prosperity 
save with LIS. Defense Bonds! 
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/T(ED UKRAS/ DIVE " 
INTO THAT SHELTER, 
GLEN, BEFORE WE'RE 
CUT 



OFF/ , 



J"a TARGET. . .THAT 'S 
(ALL LONDON IS/ A HUGE 
V* OPEN TARGET/ 
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■ another five seconds 
and the commandos 
would be looking for 
two replacements/, 



W-^'f 4 



'London shuddered as the Russian 
"ukras" supersonic guided missiles, 
struck at its heart from the 
occupied low countries. the fastest 
jets could only intercept a small 

i number of them. causht in the 
turmoil of the attack is adam 
maestrich, a young dutch scientist 
who had escaped the russians in 
rotterdam and is now on pass from 
a u.n. commando training outfit. 




Three hundr'ed feet below London's surface. 



BLIMEY/ THE REDS ARE 

HAVING THEMSELVES A 

FIELD DAY WITH THOSE 

FLYING TIN FISH/ 



IF THE LAUNCHING SITE 

ISN'T FOUND SOON, LONDON 

WLL BE A GRAVEYARD LIKE 

ROTTERDAM AFTER THE 

SATURATION BOMBINGSI ' 





MY FATHER WAS A NAZI 
COLLABORATOR DURING 
THE LASt WAR/ I HATED 
HIM I WHEN I HEARD THE 
WORD HEINIE.l THOUGHT 
MY LOYALTY WAS BEING 
QUESTIONED/ I... I 
DIDN'T THINK/ I'M 
SORRY/ 




With a powerful roar, the jets drove the 
assault craft along at a tremendous clip. . . 



A KITTLE OVER AN HOUR, SIR 

PROVIDED WE DON'T RUN INTO 

RED PATROL CRAFT/ 




SO I'M A YELLOW HEINIE? I'LL J C'MON, MAESTRICH, 
SHOW YOU, RIGBY/ I'LL KILL t 
AS MANY REDS AS YOU DO.. 
AND AFTER I'M THROUGH. . 







Tug ISLAND WAS SOON IN 
COMMANDO HANDS. . . 

YOU'VE LOCATED THE UKRA 
STOCK PILE? GOOD/ SET 
YOUR CHARGES FOR 
A TWENTY- FIVE gf CAPTAIN 
MINUTE DELAY / J'THERE'S THE 
CONTROL ROOM/ 
WE HAVEN'T CHECKED 
IT YETf 




SPRING, I960. . . 

AS AMERICA SLOWLY RECOVERED FROM THE 
DEADLY RUSSIAN A-BOMB BLASTS, A NEW MENACE 
WAS LAUNCHED AGAINST ITS COASTS. POWERFUL 
LONG RANGE RUSSIAN SNORKELS ROVED IN PACKS 
AGAINST THE UNITED NATIONS LIFE LINE TO 
EUROPE NO CONVOY WAS SAFE FROM THE STABBING 
ATTACKS, AND NONE GOT THROUGH UNSCATHED 
UNTIL THAT TURBULENT MAY MORNING WHEN THE 
COMMANDER OF DESTROYER DIVISION NINE, CAPTAIN 
JARVIS BROWN LED A STRANGE CONVOY AGAINST 
THE SNORKEL FLEET. . . 




1 SCORE ANOTHER ONE FOR US/ 

f WE'VE SWEPT THE AREA/SIGNAL 

FOR COURSE REVERSAL/ WE'LL 

COVER THE AREA WITH 

RADAR HEDGEHOGS/ J 




^MTMCIhTtHEW SWEEP. THE DESTROYERS 
VrABAREO ROCKETS BELOW TO DESTROY THE 
'.E SCAPING SUBS... | ^ TU „r uc. HFnnFHOSS 




For hours , the area was crisscrossed 
and blast ed with rowerrul undersea 
charces.. . u 



' ALL RIGHT, PAUL , 



I'M SATISFIED THERE'S NOTHING 
BUT DEAD SNORKELS DOWN THERE/ 
WE CAN HAUL UP THE MAGNETIC 
REPULSOR NETS/ 




That same evening, at i it is the lug 

NAVAL .IN TELLIGENCE. . . COMMANDER 

VARASLAV, TrtE 



Fired by the importance of his task, 

l ieutena nt barris sot to work. when morning 

caue.^_y„. s „y n4m | te , admiral /a complete 




The next morning, i personally 
supervised the loading of the fleet 
at east kronstadt. 



'FORTRESS KRONSTADT SLID BY. WE WERE ON OUR WAY 
TO RENDEZVOUS WITH THE REST OF MY FLEET OFF THE 
HANGC BASE..." 




"A HUNDRED MILES PAST HANBO, WITH THE ENTIRE 
FLEET ASSEMBLED, J BROKE OPEN THE SEALED 
ORDERS ' . . . 



/ NOTICED THAT ANDREI SUROVNIK 
ROCKET KAN FIRST CLASS, DID NOT ' 
SHARE THE ELATION OF THE REST OF 
THE CREW. . " 




NOW THESTUPID AMERICANS WILL FEEL 
OUR POWER/ THE MONITORED TORPEDOES 
FOLLOWED THE ENEMY HULLS AS THOUCH 
DRAWN BY MAGNETS ' 



We couldn t miss /it was a glorious sisht.now 
the merchant ships were unprotected as the 

ENEMY DESTROYERS WENT TO THE BOTTOM " 




"I SIGNAL LED TH E FLEET TO CLOSE IN FOR THE 
KILL..." P 



THIS IS WHAT 



I'VE WAITED FOR, FOR YEARSf 
THE WEAK, ROTTEN DEMOCRACIES 
WILL TASTE SOVIET STEEL/ 
CLOSE IN/ FIRE AT WILL/ 

T. 





BACK TO YOUR POST, 
WEAKLING/ THE 
SHARKS WILL TAKE 

CARE OF THEM / 



"We swept the north atlantif.five 
heavy convoys were vanquished by 
our great soviet uisht... " 



CHANGE COURSE TO 

190. WE'LL GO UP TO 

PERISCOPE DEPTH FOR 

CONVOYS /NOW SEND 

ME THAT N.K.V. D. 

MAN WHO IS WATCHING 

SUROVNIK / 




"Our nnsr casualties. 

POUR SNORKELS DESTROYED 
AND ONE DAMAGED. WE 
NUST BE MORE CAUTIOUS. . '. 



'AS WE APPROACHED LONS 
ISLAND, I RECEIVED. ANOTHER 
REPORT ON SUROVNIK . . ." 




"/ ORDERED OUR SUBS TO SURFACE. . . HERE 
WAS A CHANCE TO AVENGE THE BLOW STRUCK 
OUR PLANES AND TO WIPE OUT THE DISGRACE. ". 




THE INVADERS 



The young Navy. lieutenant hunched his shoul- 
ders, and bent lower over the wheel of his car, as he 
careened along the narrow, slippery road. The heavy 
slanting rain beat against his cracked windshield- 
rain that had been falling ever since the hydrogen 
bomb fell on the Naval shipyards at Newport News, ' 
Virginia. 

r The raid had not resulted in as many deaths as 
others the Russians had made on the continental 
United States, but it had done the most damage. The 
entire shipyard was out of action— no one knew for 
how long— and almost one third of the Atlantic fleet 
had been destroyed. Panic had somehow been avert- 
ed; perhaps because those closest to the blast had 
been killed, and the others were still suffering from 
shock and disbelief. They had read about the great 
- raids on New York, Philadelphia and Washington- 
had even seen them on their television screens— but 
they could not feel the full impact of a hydrogen 
bomb blast until it had happened to them., 

The lieutenant had been sent, down from the Pen- 
tagon—or, what was left of it— to work with the 
Naval personnel in salvaging what they could from 
the ruins of Newport News. His main job, however,^ 
was in line with his training as an intelligence offi- 
cer. The .Navy had top secret codes, plans, blue- 
prints, and other valuable papers somewhere in the 
rubble, and it was vital to the nation's security that 
this material not fall into the wrong hands. His job 
was to find it. * 

He had finished for the day, and was heading for 
the place where he was staying— a small beach house 
outside the blast area, located on the back road lead- 
ing to Cape Henry. He had worked late, as his orders 
were to finish the job as soon as possible. It was for- 
tunate that he drove out when he did, for if he had 
been earlier, he would not have seen the submarine. 
The stretch of road he was on led steadily upwards 
toward the edge of a cliff, and then turned sharply to 
the right.^At the turn, there was another road lead- 
ing down to a small coastal station, set in the side oi 



the cliff, facing the ocean. As he slowed the car, 
preparing to make the turn, he saw something that 
made him Instinctively cut off his lights and stop the 
car..Abodf a quarter of a mile out to sea, illuminated 
briefly by his headlights, was a Russian submarine? 
He had recognized it instantly. Long hours of 
studying all types of enemy craft had stamped their 
images firmly on his mind, and he could not be mis- 
taken. The squat, broad hull; the high, narrow peri- 
scope, equipped with the German-designed snorkel; 
the thick, ugly atomic tubes ... he could not be in 
error. But what were they doing out there? He had 
to find out! As he sat there, trying to collect his 
senses, a light opened up and started systematically 
sweeping the shore. He instinctively dtopped down 
on the seat, grabbed his Navy .45 from the glove 
compartment, and slithered out onto the ground. As 
he started easing away from the tell-tale car, the light 
caught it. After a few seconds, apparently satisfied 
that the car was empty, the spotlight continued along 
the shore for a few hundred yards, and snapped off. 
The lieutenant realized that he had not breathed 
since he had first seen the submarint. 

Still carrying the pistol, he crawled to the edge of 
ihe cliff and looked down. Heavy drops of rain cut 
into his face, driven hard by the off-ocean wind. He 
could see nothing, He had to get down. He eased 
over the edge, cutting his hand on a sharp rock, and 
started down. His foot dislodged a rock, and he 
heard ir rattle down the hilt below him. Once again 
the spotlight came on, and stabbed points of light 
over the face of the cliff. It did not pick up his 
huddled form. He thought the light was nearer the 
shore, but he could not be sure. 

Slowly and painfully, favoring his injured hand, 
the lieutenant worked his way down until he stood 
on the sandy beach. He thought he heard something, 
but the heavy waves poinding on the beach drowned 
out everything. He moved closer, and then he knew 
he heard it— a command, hissed in a gutteral voice- 
in Russian! The lieutenant dropped to the sand, 



straining his eyes, seeing nothing but white spray 
and rain. He rubbed his eyes, trying to clear them. 
He was soaked now, and cold. 

Suddenly, a small rubber boat came tumbling over 
the surf, and bounced onto the beach. Three men 
picked themselves up from the sand, and one of 
them flashed a red light toward the ocean. An 
answering light came from the submarine. As the 
lieutenant watched, the men deflated the rubber 
boat, folded it carefully, and buried it in the sand. 
He could hear (hem talking quietly, one in Russian, ■ 
and the others in English. Within a few seconds, the 
lieutenant learned that they were coming to do the 
same job to which he had been assigned— to get the 
secret records! ■ 

Their conversation revealed that they expected to 
find a deserted base and no opposition. Thejieuten- 
ant gritted his teeth. He would give them some, 
opposition— more than they bargained for, at any 
rate. The three men moved quickly across the beach 
toward the coastal station. It was too late for a warn- 
ing, and the lieutenant heard the crack of several 
shots, as the guards were disposed of. 

As he watched, the Russians blasted open the 
heavy door and went inside, leaving one mati by the 
door. The lieutenant pulled Himself to his feet, and 
ran low across the sand toward the station. He came 
up by one side and stood erect, watching the thick- 
set guard as he looked warily toward the land, ex- 
pecting any opposition to come from that direction. 
The lieutenant inched around the corner of the , 
building, his body stiff, hardly breathing, moving 
toward the Russian. Within a few feet of his victim, 
the Russian suddenly turned, saw the American, and 
let out a hoarse cry. The lieutenant bounded for- 
ward, and struck him heavily on the head with his 
pistol butt. The guard fell silently. 

The door burst open and a man ran out, carrying 
a sub-machine gun. He saw the lieutenant, and 
began firing, and the lieutenant felt a hot, searing 
pain in his left arm, but he fired rapidly— three times 
— ar the*man before him. The gun's clatter ceased 
abruptly, and the man dropped. Two down, and one 
to go. The lieutenant knew that if he stopped now, 
if he let the pain overwhelm him, he was finished. 



With his arm-dangling limply ar his side, he pushed 
the front door open, and eased .into the station. As 
he did so, he heard glass shatter on the land side, and 
rushed back to see a heavy figure climbing through 
the window. He fired once but the figure dropped 
from his sight. He ran to the window, and saw him 
running up the cliff toward the car. He started to 
fire again, and checked himself. There were only 
two shots left, and he had not brought another clip. 

He ran quickly out the front door, and started 
pulling himself up the cliff. As he neafed the top, he 
heard his engine roar into life, and he hurtled him- 
self the rest of the way— in time to see the car start 
down the road toward the Naval base. He fired once 
at the left rear tire, and the car slewed sharply, wob- 
bled crazily down the steep hill, and crashed at the 
bottom. No one moved. I've done it, he thought, 
when the bullet him him in the back. 

He whirled around to see the third Russian, 'hav- 
ing regained consciousness, facing him. A flash of 
light, and another shot ripped into the lieutenant's 
shoulder, and he cursed himself for a fool, knowing 
he should have done better, and fired his last shot. 
The Russian straightened up, hesitated a moment, 
and then fell backwards over the hill. 

The lieutenant dragged himself down to rhe 
coastal station again, and pulled a phone from its 
hook. After what seemed like liouts, a voice called 
out, and the lieutenant stumbled out his story. The 
voice went away, and another voice came on, but the 
lieutenant could not hear it. The Tele-Screen was 
switched on at headquarters, and the astonished 
commander saw the lieutenant's body slumped on 
the floor, near one of the dead Russians. 

Men were sent out; the area was searched; and\he 
boat was found. Based on the few words they had 
heard from the lieutenant, plus what they could fig- 
ure out, the night's events were reconstructed. A 
Sonar search was made for the submarine, and it was 
found and destroyed 

Unfortunately, the lieutenant was not able to hear 
the speech made by the President, when he was 
awarded his posthumous Congressional Medal of 
Honor. 

The End 




A STALEMATE HUNS OVER THE RHINE. 
EACH DAT THAT THE RUSSIAN ARMOR AND 
INFANTRY DIVISIONS WAITED TO ATTACK, SO 
WAS THE TIME TABLE FOR THE SOVIET CONQUEST 




OF EUROPESET BACK . TIME WAS NOW ON 
THE SIDE OF THE UNITED NATIONS, AND THE 
RUSSIAN HISH COMMAND KNEW IT AS THEY 
MET IN A RAILROAD CAR IN BADEN- BADEN . . . 



YOU IDIOTS «AVE BLUNDERED/ WE SHOULD 
BE IN PARIS RIGHT NOW, INSTEAD OF HERE, 
BEHIND THE RHINE. TOMORROW OUR GREAT 
BLOW MUST BE SUCCESSFUL, OR EACH OF YOU 
WILL BE PURGED/ GENERAL BRONSKY, YOU 
WILL SPEARHEAD THE DRIVE AFTER THE 
BRIDGES ARE FLUNG ACROSS THE RIVER/ 




Under a curtain of heavy fire and 
the haze of battle smoke, several 
bridges were thrown across the 

RHINE.. 




BACK AT COLONEL KINS'S ARTILLERt BATTAUON 
HIS OFFICERS CLUIILr HEARD HIS REPORT. : . 



WELL, HOT SHOTS, I'M 
RENAMING THIS PLACE. 
CALLING IT "KING'S 
REST CAMP'/NO, THEY 
WOULDN'T GIVE ME A 
TUMBLE AT HEAD- 
QUARTERS/ TOLD 
ME TO Sll 
AND WAIT 





On a height, ten miles away, colonel 
king and his mem watcheo the slaughter.. 



Suddenly, their attention was torn away from 
the. smoki ng junkyard of russian armor by an 

ALERT... | R£D p LA(|ES Vf^wHAAA... GET THE 
HEADED THIS WAY /TROOP W PERIMETER GUARD OUT/ 
CARRIERSI THEY'VE BEGUN A OUR GUNS MUST BE 
PROTECTED AT 




LIEUTENANT, THERE'S A MESS 
OF REDS COMIN* UP THE BACK 
OF THE HILL/ GRAB A BOX OF 
A- GRENADES AND FOLLOW r^f" 
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A-GRENADJf 
nKJSl / 
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A HALF HOUR LATCH, COLONEL KINS CHECKED 
HIS PERIMETER GUARO 





WHEN THE "CaSC FIRE " CAME, THE PLAINS FOR FIVE 
SBMRE M ILES AROUH O WERE LIKE A SILENT MASS 
BRAVE. . ' 




Back at the silent suns. . 



these guns lived y 1 hope they pound 
up to Their name/) a lesson into the 



THEY'RE 00NNA 
BLAST A PATH 
TO FREEDOM 
ALL THROUGH 
EUROPE/ 



'RUSSIANS... THAT WE 
I MEAN BUSINESS/THE TIDE 
| HAS TURNED, AND NOW 
WE'VE TAKEN THE OFFEN 
SIVE OUT OF THEIR 
HANDS/ 




Our marines' lifeline to the 
sea was in danger. A Communist force o£ 
4,000 men had seized the key hill overlook- 
ing Hagaru-ri in the desperate Chosin, 
Reservoir fighting. The hill had to be 
taken. But there were no combat forces 
available. 

Lieutenant Colonel Myers, then a major, 
rallied togelher clerks, cooks, and other 
service personnel, and led a makeshift 
unit of 250 men in an assault up the snow- 
covered 600-foot hill. Lacking combat 
officers and non-coms, Colonel Myers 
ranged the entire attacking front, leading 
his outnumbered forces upward in the face 
of murderous fire concentrated on him. 
After 14 hours of struggle, the enemy wag 
routed, the hill captured, and the route to 
the sea secured. Colonel Myers says: 
"When a handful of men can help turn the 
tide of history, just think of the invincible 
strength of 150 million people working 
toward a common goal — a secure Amer- 
ica! That's what you, and millions of 
people like you, are accomplishing with 
your successful 50-billion-dullar invest- 
ment in U.S. Defense Bonds. 
"Peace doesn't just happen — it requires 
work. Our troops in Korea are doing their 
part of the job. You're doing yours when 
you buy Bonds. Together we can hammer> 
out the peace we're all working for." 



Now E Bonds earn more! 1) All Series I? 
Bonds bought after May 1, 1952 average 3% 
'interest, compounded semiannually! Inlerest 
now starts after 6 months and is higher in the 
garly years. 2) All maturing E Bonds auto- 
matically go on earning after maturity— and 
at the new higher interest ! Today, start invest- 
ing in belter-paying Series E Bonds through 
the Payroll Savings Plan where you work! Or 
inquire at any Federal Reserve Bank or 
Branch about the Treasury's brand-new bonds, 
Series H, J, and K, 




Lt. Colonel 

Reginald R. Myers, usmo 

Medal of Honor 




Peace is for the strong! For peace and prosperity 
save with U. S. Defense Bonds ! 
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LOSE WEIGHT 



UNMflWBITIBS 
lABOBATORT 




Ztutf Qukcvi 



REDUCE 



MOST ANY 

PART OF 

THE 



Relaxing • Soothing 
Penetrating Massage 



FOR CRIATfST IfNIFIT IN HIDUCING I 

by manag* v» ipet MDUCH wllh I 

Ity — Ali« „,.d si I 

■ which I 



ELECTRIC 

Spot 
Rtducat L 





TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT! 



Don't Stay FAT- You Can LOSE 
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY ^^i"" 




Tali* pounds off — h««p ,iim 
and Mm with Spot Reducer! 
Remorkoble mw invention 
Which uih on* of lha moil 
affective reducing methods 
employed by masseurs and 
hirkiih balhi— MASSAGE! 



kv*" 

nRy^IKE a magic wand, the "Spot 
w*§ Reducer" obeys your every 
•** wish. Most any part of your 
body where it is loose and flabby, 
wherever you have extra weight and 
inches, the "Spot Reducer" con aid 
you in acquiring a youthful, slender 
ond graceful figure. The beauty of 
this scientifically designed Reducer 
is that the method is so simple and 
easy, the results quick, sure ond 
harmless. No exercises or strict diets. 
No steam baths, drugs or laxati 



lt>e benefit! f RELAXING. 



With the SPOT KEDUCER you can no. 
SOOTHING tna.xnie in the privacy ef y... .. 

hipi. chart, neck, thigh., ami. butlotki, etc. Tt.e relaxing, loo'hin 
wge breakt down f AITY TISSUES, lone, the rmiiclei and fl*ih and 
creoied awokenad blood circulation come, away wtule lat-helj 
regain and keep a firmer and more GRACEFUL fJGUKEI 

YOU* OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME 



nt only help, j 



,re<J .><-..., 



helped by man 



e thankful 






i. AC 110 .oil.. Underwrite 



TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! I 



f. *'' co yP? n *"" O" 1 * *' '<"• VOW Spot Redder on approval. Pay poitmon , 
-, . ," i de ' lve "-° f « Bd * 9 " »"'< P'i«l and *e .hip postage prepaid. U.e I 
.1 for leu day, In y OU , own home. Then if not delighted return Spa. Seducer for ft." 
purchase prtce refund. Don't delay! You hove nothing i„ |«e-_e«,p t uo | y , embol 
raising, undei.roble pounds of FAT. MAIL COUPON n- • 



ALSO USE IT FOR ACHES AND PAINS IV-IIV 





SENT ON APPROVAL- MAIL COUPON NOW 



SPOT REDUCER CO., Dept. B-263 
318 Market St., Newark. New Jersey 



CAN'T SLEEP: 

Relax with electric Spot Re- 
ducer. Set how loathing its 
gentle manage can be. 
Helps you ileep when mos- 
tage can be of benefit. 



MUSCULAR ACHES: 

A handy helper for traniienl 
relief of diicomforli that 
can be aided by genii*. 



USED BY EXPERTS I 

Thousands have last weight j 

this way — In htps, abdo- > 
men, legi, arms, necks, tut- ■ 

locks, etc. The same method . 

used by stage, screen ond ■ 

radio personalities and i 

leading reducing salons. ■ 

The Spot Reducer can be J 

used in your spare lime, <n , 

the privacy of your own ■ pan. 

ORDER It TODAY! I 



City 
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